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WIHE PENNY ¥E MEANT TO @UI'E»

‘There's a funny tale of a stingy ma
Who was noue two good, bu mi;ul:'han been

Wira,
Who went to his church on a Sunday night,
And along his welt-tillod purse.

When the sexton camg with his

ing-pla
mlll;:l:guh wae bub dim vn‘h’gﬁsﬂﬂdh‘?‘
“man tumblod all thvon
w 4 coln by wuch nod ngl: uﬂlnlr.'.“m

It's an odd thin b ’
5o like Lo pauf.:fﬁ.‘.n'.f “::T:,::.um o

“111 give a " the sting ¥ man saldg
'M ey oy b sitis ot pennies despise.”

The pevny fell down with a clatter nnd ring!
And bl;l in his sest loaned tho siin nfun.

MI'te world is so full of the poor,' be i
1 can’s bielp thom mll=1 give what I can.

Hpn, hal bow the sexton sniled, to be sure,
‘L'o soe thu guid guinea Inll in his platel
Ha, bal bow thye suugy wan’s hourt was

WIrung,
Percelviug his blunder, bub just too late!

‘No matter,” he sald; “in the Lovd's nccount
Thut guinen of gold in sot down ¢ me,

They lond (o Hin who give w the poor; -
Xv wiil not 8o bad au luvesunent be"

“Na.n " the chuckling sexton eried out;
“1'he & ma ghoated—ile kons theo well;
e knew it wiks anly by scoident
That out o’ thy fngwis she guines felll

“He kespa an account, na doabd, for the puir;
Lhut in that acoount He'll set down to thso
Ni maix o' Bhae ‘t’i"mﬂ Kulnes, my oo,
‘hag the oae bure peany yo mennt to gi'el”

There's & combort, too, in the Jittls tale—
A seriousside ns waell as n joke;
all the gonerous poor,
Iu e comieal words the sexton spoke,

A comfort te think that the gnod Lord knows
uuw&uwu- we really dostro to be,

And will give us orodiv in His nocoans
For sU the peunies we loog “w e

—Il. H., 5t Nicholas for October.

MY HERO.

&1 shall build the wall, Nelly.”

“Why, uncle dear,” 1 said, “how
thangeable you are. It was only yester-
day you told me you Lad givenm it up
nltogether.”

“Yes, I bad yesterday, Nelly, but 've
ultered my mind to-day, L snall build
tbe wall and carry it right round the
bouse, and have high gates and a big key
to lock 'em with and keep 1t In my
pocket.”

“Why—whatever—for?” 1 said, laugh-
Ing.

“Because,” lie answared, as he put his
arm around me, and began stroking my
balr is his dear old loving wny—only it
does tumble It so—“because il’s quite
time, else I shnll come home one of these
days and fod It ain’t bome any longer,
us gome of these fellows have carried off
my livtle housekeeper.”

“0h, unele!” I said, turning all hot
and red, and I bent down cutting Phil’s
sandwiches; “how can you talk suech
foolishness

“Tain*t foolishness, my little lnssle,”
he saig, walehing me very hard; “ivs
uature, Nell. Murray put it to me plump
and plain yesterday—apoke right out,”

“W hat sbout, uncle?” I sald, feeling
hotter and quite augry. '

“\What nbout, pussy ' he said, chuok-
ling, “Of courseé you dow't know. Told
me like a man he loved you, and sald he
thought he ought to tell me so; for il he
didn't be felt as it be ind come to the
mill under false pretenses. Ha, ha, he!”

“I'm sure, uncle,” I said angrily, “I
never gave Mr. Oliver Murray the least
eucouragement. Oul dom’t uncle, you'r
coming off wll floury on my dress.”

“To be sure I am, Nelly,” he sald,
laughiog, same as I bave hundreds of
times, like a jolly miller should. And
80 you've nover glven him any encour-
agement, el F?

“Never, uncle,” I erled indignantly;
and in spite of all I could do, the tears
would gatherin my eyes, and one fell
pat on fhe bread and butter between
which I was laying slices of meat.

“\Why, you wioked young fibster,” he
eried, laughing, **every look out of those
eyes is an encouragement; every wave
of that sunny brown bair; there's an en«
couraging dimple in that cheek, another
in that, and one in your chin. Whaoy,
pussy, pussy, you are s wicked little en.

couragement to all the young men for
miles round—{rom top to toe—and I
d'm'f wonder at Parson saying what he
did,”

“What did Mr, Wllson say ¥ I eried,
eagerly, for I loved our dear, geutle old
ciergyman, und maoy & time I Lad been
round wilh bim in bis visiits 1o the sick
and aged in the villuge, where bis be-
nevelent face and silvered head were
nlu‘n;u weloume,

“What did he say?” langhed unele,
pluging his great hand under my chin
und looking me full in the face; “why,
that he should torbid you the church—
buve you locked out, because the luds
were all staring at you fustend of listen.
Ing to the sermon.” -

+Ivs ull nonsense,” I sald angrily, for
I'm sure 1 never thought 1 was nice
lovking, aud what uncie said seemed w
wrouble me,

“Xt's &ll nonsense, too, about John
Fleming, 1 suppose,” sad uncle,
watching me very varrowly. ““Wonder-
ful how Tond sint chap's got of me late-

L]

4
#Has he, uncle?” I anld, bending over

the sand wiobes.
“Has yef Yes, he has; he calls wilen-
ever he is goinyg into the town to see If

he ean do anithilx for me; ealle of an
evening %o ask how the horses are; calls
of a morning to Lell me the price of
wheat; han 1!1:. be's slways calling,
b's so fond of me—eh, Nelly? Yowve
scen it, haven't you f”
wi_I've—l think I've seen that Mr.
Fleming does come very olten, uncle,” 1
-11, sod 1 know my neck grew scarlet
as 1tied the sandwiohes up in » little
t, and though I tried so hard I
gelting more coniused—the more
80 that I lu':enr dear uncle was watching
we narrowly.
“Yeon," hz sald dryly, “should think
Ty ki 1amat” heaaid soking mo ouos
o2
wm in his lrm‘llllnd speaking very se.
rlously, “ivs v ‘n';ltu::l,. and E

IMurmuar,
Y for the ;ﬁ mill when my darling is

sterling worth and s more fuithful love
hidden ind » rough outside. It len't
tho ruddiost applo in the orchurd that's
the Lost, Nelly, 'There's mhny a betier
ons with a rough skin, thul’s better-
tusted and frm and sound, whore your
bundsome, strenky frult’s bitter, mealy,
und rotten ut the gore,”

I couldo's help it now. I burst into
tuars,

“Has Noll Murray said anything to
ya‘u{lluilﬂ d .

‘NG ’ » 0
d“.tl::’}.lnﬂlﬁ, I saldt angrily; “aud if ho

“Snould say no to him, oh, lassie?”

“You, unele, of course,™ I exemimel,
but all the samoe my beart kept beaung
slrangely,

“1'in & plain, blunt man, my dear,” he
snfd; “and I tell you I'm sorry for iv,
Oliver Murray is o staunch, trus man,
we l-lo-te, snd as opes sod honest s the
da,.r'lhl Fleming suid anytuiog te
youp'

1 dide’t answer. I could not. I was
chouking.

“'silence gives consent,” he sald quiet.
Iy, “Well, my acar, It must cvwe,
sUppose, some day; but don’t hurry, my
ellld, don’t hurry, 1 won't thwurt you
in your wishes, but if I must lose you
somy day, L should like to tuel thai you
hud gone to o happy home,”

1 hurdly know what followed, onl
thnt 1 tbréew my arms rouosd his nee
aid was sobbing on the honest, broad
uld bremst, woere ¥ bad so oiten vried
myseil to sleep when fivet he fercted
me, & poor, trembling Litle orphan, yedrs
belure, to ks ewd widowed howms, whers
he bud shared his love between mo and
liis own ehild, gousin Philip, ever sinoc,
I kvnow I oried and sobbed us i my heart
wouid break, s L tuld han again wod
wgnin thak Lloved no oue but Pailip ond
i and vhat I never, never wished to gu
away trom the dear old mill,

I was o theamidst of oue of my moal
pussionate protestations, when someone
eried— ‘

“lialle! what's the mattor”

I turned hastily away, for there was
Philip, with bis fresb, young, cagur luou
and wide-open eyos ub the dvor, rastun-
ing his pony’s bridle Lo the ring, while
by cume o to féten his sandwicues apd
the puffs which I bud made tor lim tu
tuke o school.

SHullol' he said again, “what’s the
mitker; hns cousin Neliy cut herseli?”

liere,” suld unele gouflly; “you take
our dinoer, sir; gud be oL ou'll be
ate"”

“Oh, mo I shaw't, father,” cried the

O¥s

“I'hen you'll be galloping the pony all
the way, vou dog,” said unole, “Now,
look bere, Puil, youre wbout going mud
over thas pony. You cantered aervss
the low meadow lase night”

“Yeos, father,’ suid the boy, hanging
bis bhead.

sAud you gof jumping the ditech—now
dou's deny it, sii; there are the hoo!
murks in the sofc turt,”

“l wasu’t going to deny fit, father,”
sald tho boy, trankly, 1t was oonly o lit-
tle diteb, and Jucek Sunders sald 1 could
not."”

400" snld unele sharply; but I know
he luoked plensed the wilie: *and so,
then, if Juck Bundurs or nny other
ghuckle-neaded.1ellow daves you to do
wuything you're w break your neck, cht
Now be oil to schoul 1™

CAL rigng, tutuer!” eried the boy; and
the next moment afier there was a
trampling ol the pony’s hools oulside,
aud with my eyes now difed I wualked
with unuvle rouud to the Irout of by eot-
thge, where we stood al the gule as,
bright, bappy and edager in the suvny
worning, tue boy cantered along and
dushed down to where wue glistening
river ran bubbling over the pebbly tord,

“Look ut the young dogl” eried unule
shargly, but with a smile ¢u his luey, us
Pull yrummeil the pony’s sides with bis
neels snd galloped through the water,
sending It splasuing, flying aud spark-
Uk kn every direvtivu,

I smlied up in uncle’s face and we
wunt back into the house together, the
precty, old pluee stanuing fo Its beauti-
1ul garden, with the busy waler-mill and
the wouden bridge about fifty yurds
away, while the bright Little river ran
noisily wlong its bued, atter turning toe
great splashing wheel; and ail round the
grent Dervysuire hills shut us in from
uvery blnst,

“Dou't be In n borey, my ehild,” unele
enid seriously, us by Kissed my forebead,
“Aud now for busivess. Why, haile]?
ne suid, tapping the barometer, “how
the gluss is golng down,  Iaiu, my dear,
and lots of ity Lelore loug. Well, the
river ls very low

He went out then, and I tried to be
busy over the huousebuold affuirs, bui
somehow I couldu't keep my Lhoughts
ol uncle's words; and woen oucs I
caught u glimpse of wyseil in the gluss,
it was to peo thul mwy vbhueks were red
us e,

At last 1 was eliting in the little par-
lor, working by the open window, leel-
log moure al ponce, whon I beard loot.
stgps which set my hitle heart wo beat-
ing turtously, dud 8 mioute witer there
Was & tp av the door, unyd John Fleming
o.m:u iy, atler our Lomely, nelghborly
wlyle.

“Ah, Mlss Wilmot,” he sald, “I’ve just
come buck fvowm tbe town, I thougig
Mr, Wilmot wuuld like to see the pupor,
Lsw’s bo beveP"”

Now, as Johin Fleming stood there,

fAusbed with excroise, a fine, baudsome,
skl fellow of five-and-twenty, I could
not belp thinking wbat & piciure he
made ol healih und munly stréngth’ My
heart wuas Leating tast, for 1 knew he
prolessed Lo love e, und in my girlish
wauy I was nitached to bhim, be was so
attentive, 8o fond of waylaylog me, and
80 Lender aud reéspectiul in mis ways;
but fresh from my covuversatlon witu
unele then, I could not belp tesling thal
it was un updernnnd way ol eoming Lu
#2¢ We, Lo drop in wilh sush an exouge,
when be pertectly well knew shat uncle
wis In toe mill, as be slWays wus ot
that time ol the day,
“Unele is in the mill,” I wald; and 1
meant 1o speak coldly, but somehow the
words would not sound as 1 meunt them
o sound, wuud toe pext miouwwe be bad
druwn 4 chair to my side, and was Wlk-
ing &ome as e haa never spokea before.
He wuas oalling me Nelly and prajping
my beauty; telling me he loved me witu
ull bis beart, and what it I refused him he
suould uever be bappy again. Andall
the time his hundsoma face was bendipg
over me, and when I dared to peer iuto
his ayes they were locking so earnesuly
joto mive that [ grew fdustered aad
trembled. When I iried to speak my
voloce was all of & shuke, und 1 kept on
thinking as he spoke of what huppiness
it would be to have him loving me
through lifo as he said he would; and I
aum afrald that my fnoe betrayed this, for
ne kept on taliKing wore earnestly each
minute,

And still through all eame dear uncle’s
word—*don’c be In & burry;"” and when
1 ssked mysell did 1 love this man, tho
avewer csme, and I felt that L should
like to run away, and cry all by myself,
but he tightly held my hand,

“You iknow 1 love you, Nelly, ho whis-

in desp, earnest tones, and he

ied to take my other hauvd, which 1
was ﬂl‘smauu. when I beard voices
oomin 1 neaved & sigh of refiof as
John ng started up, lovked through
the window, and then gave his foota
stamp with vexution.

#Here's that lout Murray,” he ex-
olaimed, and he snatohed up the paper
be had les fall and stood in Lae middie of
the room a8 uscls came 4a, olosely fol.

lowed by Oliver Murvay, who gave a
start as bo suw Flowing, und then his
trank, houest face twitched nod 1 saw o
groy shadow oruss it, sud L kuew
that he was sulfering Inteuse pain,
»An, Flemwngl” sald uosvie guietly,
“yau here?”
*Yen, Mr. Wilmoy"” said Fleming,
smiling; “I brought you over the paper,
::u"ll llLl Just m"\'r Gum’i’ IMOFNInY,
ouid moruing, Miss Wimo he
pressin myﬁml. y !
“Good morniag, and thank you, my
lad,” said unele quiely, his eyes fixed
oun me the while; sod then with o short
nod o Qliver Mureay, Jolin Flemlug
went oul, while our other visitor arossed
o und sbook hands o o gquiev grave
way, sud | vould see pow the pain I had
cuused shising out of his motty, gray,
anruest eyes; (or had not this man, with
all the taok of a gontleman, told my wi-
cle that bo loved mef—tihough save lu
s grave geutle way, and little kind-
nesses, be had never shown It Lo me,
1 could nov help vomparisg the two
mon=—ihe one tail, bandsome, distiegue,

1|the other broad-shoutdered and plain—

us I suid u few words disuantly in reply
w0 bla luquiries; aod Leww kis iip guiver
&% L read bim wrough and through, as o
ghel muy roud any troe, lFabk man; and
ue wus siying to himsell, “God vless
per! way she ve happy with b Aod
thow, i spite of my ouber coldness, the
Lhrubbings of my bhoart bagam, us i could
not belp thinking Bow trug and earnedt
WAl e grave, gray-eyed man toward
Lhe womas whu by lelt was gone Lrom
bl furever; wud my heavk seewed Lo
swell with i great puoy lor one wie could
g such u gentlemnu ui heart,

L ubduk you've rigns, Murray,” aaid
unele, tappuoy the gluss gk, “Sue's
goue dowir wgduin ks une ek Duur or Lwo,
wunderinl”

1 gould bear the distant thuuder as I
cEe woross,” said Quiver, gnsing ab me
Lo widle; -ipey’re  baving w buavy
storm on the hills, sund 1 twought 1'd
volng and warn you,'

“Pownky, my lad, thanky,” snid wnele,
M ucray will bnve & bit ol dinode with
us, Nelly—but, bauvg s, muan, what's
Lhe mattel'? you louk like someboly eldy,
You were us cheery us u crioket as we
e,

1 dure hardly glanee at him, but I did;
wod 1 saw the grave, vainted eyes wan-
der from wie w upele, sud buok aguin,
wnd there waus o Lgrrivae sileuee Iu the
oo,

AL last ha spoke.

Ly been tous aback, Mr, Wilmot,”
he suid, with » pitcous smite; I nave
Lgen surprised this morning, and niter
what L swid to youy sir, it has comwe upon
me Like o thunder-elap, Pm vot wysoil—
L—adiss Wilmol," be said, making un cl-
wort over bimsell, and speaking calmly,
s he cume to where 1 stoud, feeliug
white uow, ond tovk my huud, “wWe wuy
Lo ueigubors for yeurs, so L think it bel-
ler—Lo speuk out plainly—siid some
Words Lo Your uncie yveswrday—in jg-
noranee—1 did not knew whst you Know
now; vr I would not buve spoken, |
Mesit o baye—to buve asked you Lo be
my wite, tor 1 wus Ulind Lo everything—
bue the taet that L loved you very deary,
Nuw it is ull over, aud 1 say—God bless
youl AMay you be very happyl”

He raised my buand to bis lips and
kinsed 16 as if L had beea o quesn, sud
my beart swelled more and wore with
thhe great pliy that filled It eveu to burst.
lug; and s Le dropped it aud stwod gaz-
g revercotly at me L vowld hoar no
more, bul rau up stalrs to throw mysell
onmy bed and e there subbiog as o my
aeart would bileak,

1 dow’t kuow now long 1 lay there, din.
ner aud everytbing fur'gotlen buk those
two  solt, bender, plieous eyes looking
Iuto mine wuen 1 started up awake L
Lhe fuet thut the room looked very durk,
thut i was tbunueriug very heavily, and
there was the sound of rushing waters,
1 basthiy bathed my cyes, woich were
now dazzled by the lightnlng, and
smoothed my hair to go dowi below; but
ot at the front the raln wes comln
down in a sheet and the Httle river ha
awollen so thint 1ts Irothy surfuce wis
level with the foot-bridyge,

SO, miss, win’t it awiul?? said a voice
at my eibow, “Master's at the il with
Mr. Murcay and the wen, aud they're
alrnid somtbhin’ will be swep’ awny—
ol i

I'he glel—our mald—gave a shrick as n
vivid flusu ot liguening seamed to 4 1 the
honse; and for Lhe nexh hour the light.
ning, rain and tiunder wure incessunl,
though L never luft the window fur a mo.
ment.

Quee, in the midat of it all, unole and
Ouiver Murcuy onwme runuing up from the
willly drenched both of them to the skin,
Lo feleh a serew-wrench aud o couple of
growbars; und ths water streamed from
them us Lhey suid o lew cacery words,
relling me out o be afrald, and then ran
back,

suddenly the storm seemed to be
ewept back toward the Lills, the rain
cunsed as if my magie, the thunder grew
more distant, the lgotulug wore rare;
but agAd bastily tied oo » hat, and went
out over the streamng paths, the sight
of the little river wan now territie, The
water was shnost blaek, but cevered
with foam ns it rushed along, The bridge
wis wusued away, corn suesyes, dedtd
shieep, loose huy und trees were belng
whirled wslong, and iflc weut oy swell-
ing 1 couid se¢ tuat the mill wouid be in
dunyger.

vAh, Nelly, dearest!” suld a voiee;
“l've cume Lo sew Il 1 could be ol any
help;” and turning, there stood John
Flewming, well dressed, drey, sud unrufs
Hed, us be threw of & macintosh,

Just then ous from toe mill ewmz unele
and Oliver Murray, grimy, svaked pnd
wiils thelr bade clioging w thelr fore-
Lguds,

“ADb, Fleaming! come to lielp?* said un-
cle grimly; *beiter stand aside my lad;
we shall sull you,"”

He luughed und whispoered something
to me about Oliver Mlurray’s appearance;
but I turned away indignantly, as Muy-
ray smiled pleasantly sud said:

“Aul Idon't look much of & lady's

man now.,”
“0h, good heavens! I forgot that

boy,” eried my uucie, and be ran down a
few yards Lo the edge of the stream, way-
ing his hand fréntically; for there on the
other side of the switt current, now a
hundred yards broad oame our boy Pail

cantering on his pomy W where should
have been the ford, but which was now a
fierce torrunt fiftean feet deap,

“Back, I'uil, back!” oried my uncle;
and we all waved our hands to him; bui
the reckiess Loy, who ueard nothing for
the roar of the waters, made our ULlood
run cold, for without A& momeny's hesita-
tion he gave the pony the whip, dashed
down the road aud plunged in to swiln
agross,

L uttered a shriek, L think for the Girst
time iu my life; unole gave a groan and
stuggered back; Oliver Murray stood as
if wrued w slovs; aud Jobhn Fleming
caugat me In his wrm and tried to turn
ma away from the dreudful sight; but I
struggled trom bim to sve our darling
WAYe bis hand for help, as toe torreot
swept bim aod Lis pony oul farther iuto
the stream,

Ouce the gallavt haz tried to turn the
pony’s bead to swim back, but he was iu
the power of & torreud that would have
mastered a hundred times tbe little Shet.
land’s strength awd I koew tbhat there
wis not & partiele of hope.

We Al ran down by the sideof the
rushing stream, and could see the boy’s
deapairing look, ue e waved his hand 1o
us, while Johw Fleming ran ory-

“A bout, & boat! Go baok, I’hilip, go
baok 1™

“On, unele,” I eried, eatching his arm,
“you must not—you can notl"” ior he was
viking off bis cont,

“Ob, my boy ! my boy!" he groased.
“God help me, 1ean'tawlm abtrokep’

At that moment my eyes fell on Oliver
Murray, wad | felt ngaln poor uncle's
words, even in that horrible tume of trial,
Tue man was noble—bundsome now in
ube wondrous look that eame over him;
loe while the speck-sud-span weil-
dressed rival ran culling for aelp, the
other bad theown off nis eoat, vest and
bouvis, and rolled up the delpping sbirt
over Lis grent musoular arms,

Oue moment ho was st my side, to
cmbol my band, us bis bewght gray eyes
looked bito mine, sayiig pfnlu ¥y for 1
read them—

“Good-by 1

The nexs moment he waa ruanlag from
us, twenty yards down the rushiug
stream, wlhare, with a dnsh and a pl e
ue foroed hiv way in aond awam bm
oitl W try aud meat the drowabng boy.

1 pray huaven I muy never ugaln see
sUel w sight as thet; though my heart
thirubbed with joy the while us I saw my
vero siruggling on, now swept away nod
whirled sruund in an eddy, now ne
under in w whirlpool, wuile the pony
buttled bravely on in mid-strewn, but
wiliuout Fuilip, who was now swimmin
whone, bt sluking—sinkiug as I wawuefl
b, uusble to POy Yy By s Lo the
horrible sight,

1. was like o bideous nighimarve, Ire-
member Flomiog coming to we to deuw
me wwuy, anil I velieve I swwnog ot him
with my bwnds to keep im back. I re-
mewmber sestg uuele rauning wiong, fr
WL 4 Ll witer tiat thrantened e s wesp
Diuy too away; aud I oremeinber sveing
our darling sluk white Oliver was swin-
wing far below, ‘Chen wll seemad to be
wisly, dreamy und confused, Uil L woke
like vue frow & trance Lo hewr the shout-
iug ol those Ly my side, tor I couid uot
have boen fusvusibio uminute,

MY a8 Pl Nl Pt o'l never do it
“Hu's got bhn " —"No, uo, 18 wll overl?
)

Tuere was one deep groan In chorus
thun, wnd I dusbed lower down the
Alradm to gee Juw down In 1he rushing
water sdark head and a pair of staring
ayes, not taenty yurds away from toe
piage, Tuen L saw the strong swimmer
Wis #péit, wis belug swept away, and
bk all was over, when the stream bore
i nguiust o standing tree, to wiich by
clung Lill & brave'fellow swiin to bim
with wrope, und I saw what secmed w
e the thres bodies dragged ashoure.

It was a hard tgut lor Hie even then,
for both Murruy und our diriug were in
selislble whon carried up to the mill cot-
bage; bub willing bunds were avout the
oetor, ind Ar, Wilson Belped, sud tawt
eveulng L knelt by Ouver Murray's bou.
side; bolding uis bund us I wept uver it
weurd of Lhnokfuiness wod joy.

L don't think 1t was theu, but two duys
witerward, watle I was bis nurse—for b
was very Ui, cur and fujured by the
wlules of the valley slde—Lual, ln nuswer
Lo a question, L told uim be was wistusen
about Juhn Moemug,

sPut you leve o he said, in o faiont
whispuari,

“Nuy" I sald, in as low a veles, *and 1
pever could,”

Need I eell you that I hid my blushing
face In nis two  latds that  were
stretoliod out feebly o ma? of, more
thun bhat, besd I siy Ldat fur wany
miny bappy yewrs I bave boen the wify
ol Olver acurray—my hero—. Maaville
Fewu, !

MAGAZINE NOTIVES, "

HARFER'S MAGAZING

for October is oue ol the very best of the
year, 1t opens with' a fine poem by Jean
Ingelow, called, “At One Again,”
charmingly illustrated. . “The Land ot
tha Lakes, or the iNew Northwest,” Is
a historienl sketeh of Minnesota, bylefly
detailing ite early history, its receut aud
surprisingly rapid development, and its
great natural resources, and a more del-
inite idea ofits progress aud beautitully
diversified scenery is conveyed to the
reader tirough the medium of the mwany
rich illustrations that embellish the ar-
ticle,

“Parlsinn  Journalists,” by Junius
Henri Browne, considers briefly the sep-
arate career of several of the most ol
noted journailists of France, prosenting
a portruit ol ench, and is well worth an
attentive reading. FPerbaps of supreme
interest to many will be found M. D.
Conway’s second paper on the *“*South
Kepsington Muscum,” by reason of its
matter, and its many and curiously at-
traotive pictures, illustrative ol 1tsart
treasures, A churucleristic sketeb of
the Bouth, and pertinent to the present
troubious times, is eontitled, “Glimpses
of Dixie,” nceompanied by suggos-
tive itlusteations. ‘The twelfth paper,
concerning *Tue First Century ol the
Republie,” by L, D, Woolsey, considers
“I'ng Experiment ol the Union with jts
Preparativos.” Followlng this Is 8 good
story called, “The Popular Idol;” and
next we hove one of those fine papers
written by Emilio Castelar, on “Tue Re.
publican Movement in Earope.” *‘Legis.
lutive Humors,” by 8, B, Cox, redetines
tumor, and treats the publie toa fresh
dessertation on an agréeably eoutinued
Lopie.

In “Garth"” we follow the fortunes of
Julitan Huwthorne's original bero, for
whom tue story is named; and ia *The
Mission of Musie" its votaries, or the
merelg curious, may flnd entertalument,
Both fletion and poeiry are well repre.
sonted, while the Kasy Chalir comprises
aevuui topics of universal iuterest, The
otber editorial departmgants rully maiun.
uin their high reputation,

LIPPINQOTI'S MAGAZINE

opens with “Wanderings with Virgll»
by Edward O. Bruve, that reads 8
student's reverie, aud in our supposi-
titlous wanderings we gieaa wlent
knowledge of classic ground and nistorie
personiges to compensate for the fatigue
ul & mental journey, and there are i
lustrations of the mosl (amous looulities
visited. “The Oocklawaha in May” by
Sidney Launler, is a dellghtiully-written
reminiscence of a traveler in Florida,.
“Tintoretto’s Last Picture” is a worthy
and bogautiful poem from the pan.ol Mar-
¥. Preston. 'Ihe story of “I'he

log. is completed in this wumber. In
“gpiritualsm and Jurispradence” b‘i
Fraucls Wharton, LL. D., 18 considere

the lnoui{lproblam ol the relation of law
to the sgul use ol “preteroatural
powers,” a subject of considerable in.
terest to many, and well trenied In thia
article. “lo tue Pinelnnds,” by Robert
Wilson, I8 a cleverly-related reminis-
gence of lite In the Carolinas, and con-
tains some graphio sketones of char-
peter, Lo strong contrast to an article,
recontly publisbed in nnother wagazine,
called “A Pecnlliu Princess,” is “The
True Btory of ame Battugsi,” in this
number, written in viudication of the
obarsoter of this celebrated womin, “A
Day in Chive Towa,” by J. W. Awes, I

f‘lour Comrades,” by Sarah Winter Kel-| B

descriptive of that partof Ban Francisco
inbabited exclusively by hor Chinese
opulation, with som@ account of their

ns elr pooullar habite sad

sy .
Largest Ratail Btore in the
W orid,” a gossipy sruiole full of luterest
for the rmu reuder, is by Lucy H
er, and ki yelors to the famous dry
nout’ in Purls, known as “The
Boo Marehe™
. There are aleo severnl admirable
wonu, a “Song,” by F. A. Hillary; “The
inds,” by Emma Lazarus, and another
of the Camp Fire Lyrics, “The Evening
Storm,’’ by Hdward Hearsley, and sev-

ernl shors stolles, besides additional

ehnpters of Mrs, E. Lyon Linton’s * Leam
Dundus,” “Our Monthly Gossip” and
“The Literature of the Day” are com-
plete, os usual.

THE GALAXY
tor October Is un lukeressing number.

I'he accond artivle on “Shermants
Memoirs” 18 o candid aud sensible re-
vigw of tho omtpulgos of that gommand -
or, 88 Lthey nre Felusedt Ly bumsellin nis
reeuntly publisbed work,
“Through Uwan,” the fourth paper, is
an entertainiing duaar&n&lon of thakcaun-
try, and presenis the Mormon peoply, in
thalr peculiar socisl sspoots, o the
render in w simpie yeu vivid style.

wlabimy to the Discovery of America’
laa Vigurous vesearch into the various
ugoounts, legeudary nud otherwige, that
wa of the preseni nge bave in regard to
yoyages
Icuyrl:;fmann srior to the times of Colum-
bus, & subject Lhat every Amerioan
slotld be familiar with,

Albsrt  HKhodes coutributes a very
agrevable skelvh of un eminent French
wovalist and play weight, “Uctave Foudl-
lat” and Grenviila Murrsy hus au able
coummentary on the political strntegy of
tae grenk Corelown 1o his puper entivled
wi'ne Napoleon of History.'™

1u “Lotters of Mudame de Babran”
Henry Jumes, Jr, glves o ploasant nurra-
uve of the onreer of & Illerury ludy ol

fusnion in Fronee, where her bigh, seciul, |

awond Intellectunl attwinmeuts mode her
ouce Lbe puesrol Pe Suel asd Bolaud,
wnd whose correspendence s suill en-
pyed by muny resders,

I'he reader will derive much valuahle
Intormation from the arkicle on “Euglish
Proutneiativn,” auother ol those uniguo
essuyd from Lhe ready pen ol vl woooins
plislied Amvrican purielogist, Hiouard
Grany Waite,

Amunyg tue poetical contributions is a
very urediiisbie oue rom Mys, Plabt, en-
titled “Ler Lovér's Trial'

Tue two serinis, “Ligab, a Woman ot
Faslion,” uud “Dear Ludy Disdain are
goptinued in three cbapiers each; aod

sesides these is wshort voncludod story

wud B Very entertwining oune, of wikiu
woman’s love, entitled “How Sle Fouund
Qut,” by Rise Tarry Cooke.

Tue edicorial urvicles on ~Drife Wood,™
SN ubule ele,, wre ull prepured with the
uatal Gure nud oLy,

HT. NICHULAS,

this month, presents its usual attractive
wisbie of conieuts, First we bBuve “Cap-
win Porter and the Essex,"” by G. W,
Beojambu, with o fine (ubi-pige illustra-
plon, and whiel coutnins un aguount of
tlie frst butile ol Commolere F.urugu %%
aiil will dolblless exoite tug enliusissm
of both witls aud Luys, *lTus Brigate
Birg,” by Jubn Lewevs, is w skelen of
tlis “robber of the sen,” and desoriptive
ol Tts nnbta,

waome Queer Animals,” by Elia Rod-
man Chured, will attract first by reuson
ol 1ts ratber vemarkille Hlustrativus,
aud sevondly, through u natural desive
0 lenrn somellung  regurding these
sLrange objecis.

whord Comwallls’ Day” is another
bistorical sketch, Motbhers may read for
nstruetion regarding the entertminment
of thelr Liitle oned, *Soma ol the Young
Reuders of Bt Nicholas,” by Mrs. J, G,
Burnet,

sifunting lor My Horses' is nn oxelte
Ing Western sleetoh, by Jobhn A, Emery,
Miss Aloowds delisuitiul seria), *Hight
Cousins,” pud J. 8. Crowbridge's X oung
survevar, urd bouk soncluded in this
nwmber, There are several altraeuve
shurt storles and delighttul poems, es-
pecially adurlul.l_lo very youug reuders,
Jaeck Iy the Fulpit comributes generows-
Iy to the general lund of inlormation, as
do wll thie otier depariiuenis of Lhis vary
superior Juvenlle wagaming,

BORIBNER

for October" makes Its appoarance in lis
wost wtirackive jorn,

Major Powell's “Overland Trip to the
Grund Cunon is u graphic sud vlegant-
Iy b lugtriated deseripiion ol bhat slrsnge-
Iy tomantie region, the yalliey of the By
Colyrada.

Mr, B, €, Stodmaw’a eritioal treatise
on the produsions of those Engilen
writers of poelic 1uine wWho have sderned
the relgn ol the present Qisen, i4 con-
cluded, 1t is undoubledly wo sdmirable

riorinance,

“A Muid stan of Letters™ 1s the Litle ol
an able dissortation by Francis Garry
Fuirteld, explapatory of the morbid
mental vondivion developod fu Wy se.
ceutrio lile aud writiugs ol the most
ghitud of our Americsn poets, Bdgur
Al Poe,

Au ubonymous writer, a lady we be.
lieve, turmisbes “Recollvctions of Lisuy
snd Yon Bulow,” [rom wuich we may
gather an nevurate kuowledye of the no-
vlul und professional traits of those it
lustrious wusiviang,

Bume very interestivg nformation on
the subjeet of *Funge” is coutuined i
e urueie on “Vegelable Eceeutriei-
ties,”

¢ Pigrrat, Boldler and Statesman,®
may, #8 u sutlre ou the third termn
qUestion, be & sucoess, but, w be cun-
uid, we really observe littie o it others
wise Lo adire,

T'here are seversl more chapters ol
“Juies Verne's Mysterious ILsinnd,”
whioh seems o buve regulned all ics
former interest,

Dr. Hollund's story of “Savenouks!
is resumed, and we also have “Lue
Wintbhrop-Drury Affuir,” a pleasautly
told little story,

‘'he poems sre numerous, comprising
“Jessamine,” by Latnrop; “Fup Cradie
Tomb at Westwinsior,” by Su Lool-
idge; “‘Song,” aponymous; “EFhe An-
swer,” by Mary L. Ritwer; “*Freedom,”
“ Under the Saa}" “De¢ Luvatieo, *
“Heather Bloow,” and one by Mother.
well, “For an Album,” and all are of
more than usual merit,

T'he editorisl department presents the
usual number of able nnd intersting
articles,

THE ATLARTIC MONTHLY

opens with the tanth chaptor of Bodarlok
I.P:dna. y Heury Juwmos, Jr., o serial
worthy of these puges, full ot churacter
and dramatio luterest. Leaves on the
‘r:d;, is a thougbiful poew by Hiram
ch.

“Arthur Hugh Clough,” by T.5. Perry,
Is & consclentivus review and sketoh of
& moders poet, iutlwately known only Lo
o select fow, -

George E, Waring sontributes the sec-
ond paper on Tue dauitery Draisage of
Houses and Towns, & cubjoct previous
commended as Worthy of & congid-
eration. Every one, doub will read
Mrs, Kembie's An Old Womai's Gosslp
with a curi by previous
ehapters, and In Tue Curlous

ot Goudour one may fnd instructlon or
:memrg.. ag the oase “:u in 3&-
“mmu 00U NS a

“Bougharv Home Polities,” by AlbertF.

Webster, Is & akgtoh olmmine to by rop.

made to this oonduent vy|®

blie |of being & single

resentativo of the genetal foaling of
amity on the part of wbe botler elass of
tha Bouthern population towsrds the
Government. %
w0ld Time Orlenta)l Trade,” by W, L.
Fuweelts, comprises an aceount ol sn.
clont Asiatio kissory, tradition and coms
meree, [ts lster dwaiusuupl awil recent
enierprise,
“Goueral Johm DeXalb” by Goo, Wash.
ington Greuns, 1 nn abridged skatob of
o inmous officer, la wuloh the nuthor
pondenses within e lmite of o mage.
zlne article the leading events of a hie
raplete with hisvorio leterest. Mrs, B,
M, B, Pintt eontributes a beautiiul poem
oallad That New Worlde Thero nre sev.
opal other poems und one sherd story,
In Reoont Literuiurs are exhaustive re.
viows, and one of them considers Brown.
ing's Aristophanes’ Apology.

THE POPULAR SCRENCE MONTHLY,

This exocliont journal tor October it
Aled with even mgre than the usual ve
rigty of matler.

“Huts and Thelr Young,'" by Prof. B,
Gue Wilder; Monkeys ftrom o Cold
Ulimate, 'I'ie Colorade Polnto Baoaetle,
apd Barthquukes anl Thely Causoes, are
d'wrﬂdve pieoes that will woll repay a
parus

‘Lue thied paper of Major Powells
“Puysical Foatures ol the Colorado Vale
ey’ treats of Lhw curinus *Water Soul
wure’ observed in that looality, and E:
probrbly, the most lnteresting ofr the

ariea,

“Aanimal Life in Madagasonr” Flvo-
wn acuouitt ol the peculior mammalin ex.
isting in thut sland, snd is & very valu
uble paper,
sslosuinet  and  Intelligence,” and
#Menial Disoipline 1o Edusation,” ara
two diduclie essuys thas will cluim the
eurnvet attention of the reader,

Thoe other artheies are A New Autl-
upuu,” “lhe  Meobaulonl Action of
Lighy,” by Frof, Crookus, . K. 8,; “The
Atulioisl Preparation ol Urganie Bod-
108, by Prot. de Itemsen; “Pusteur of
Fermenitntion,” “Croll ou Climate and
I'ime,” *I'he Cause of whe Light ot
Flame,” by Prot. W.3tein; nad a sketoh
uf Prof. Stokes, lugetber wilh Lhe very
interesting ediwriul “Notes™ and “Mis.
oiluny.”

THE LADLIES' REROSIZORY

thiv monih cuntnins the following artie
gles: *“The Uld Frepca Fower tn Amer
on,” “Shakspuare’s dhevonantof Veniee,”
wiucent Aroimological Disvoveries in
Rume,”” *Lue Ywe Sielers” (Mrs., Wil

lurd and Mrs, Fhetpe ); socond paper of
“Uyodul’s Leoture va Fog Biguals ™
walurie Antolnetie in Lawers,” “Iiuly ln

tha Middie A jes,” “Gicolamo Bubvana.
La,” vHow L Made vas Bermon,” “Uone
fesslons of un Arusnn,” “Ouly a Wea
Hiv Balew” “Yhe iudereut Ways ot
Fusteniug Gates,” *Lake Chanmugqua,
sHuimriosanad,” “Poe Riguts of Ju

drew,” “lur Tired Mowierd,” besides
soveral good poews and & pumber ot
varvied editorial prodaclions, formiug an
uxoullent number, aud 16 1 dkawuo em-
Dulisusd with & Hog steel tzllr.lsl'“lm;I
“Slunitain Luke Aumwvng ths Aundes,”
wud & well exeeuted portrait ot Migs
Julley, e renowued lvinale presolier.

LITIELL'S LIVING AGE,

The numbers of Tue Living Age for
Joptemoer 40 and 1ithoontsin Memolrs
of Coltnt ue Segur, und The Firse
stewnrt in Huglaud, irom the Qudrterly
Review; Nuu, & bummer Beeas, irom
Biwckwoou; Lue Muediterranvin ol Jas
pau, aod Prol, Giirues, from the Fort
ulghily Review; Yuomas Eiwood, (rom
Lisisure dour; Huns Uaristian Anders
sull, flom wle Speoctutor; with install
wents of “German Howe Lite,” “Fated
to bs Free” sud “irbe Dilemmn,” and
wbo usual cuvige posiry aud mscullany,

OLIVER OPIIC'S MAGASINE,

This popul e mouthly appears for Oo
pober with five interesting cbapters of
Quver Opue's serwl, Golug West, oz
o s Purios ol o Pour Boyj tuurobapters
ol Bujah Kelloge’s serial, Brought 10 the
Frout, or the Youug Defenders; two
phupters of Miigabeid Dudioy's serinl,
Niturg's Boboaar; wud saorter stories
aud skelches, wmang which are anokbar
tosidmenut of Toe Alricun ‘Urader, Hi.
wird DessaulVa Bupluissences ol Woll
Adrivs Lite, In whileh he narraies hLis
trude Wit o oaiavan, sod big beln
mwade o Mfusummedan; How weoaogot a
Augel und venon o e Land, by au Oid
Salty Ling's Suturday, by Herbert New-
bury; Souooi Wil ﬁuuwnsa. & dtory
Fotbied (b b puiket, by Anos 8, Heugtong
aud A Bouid Urip, by the edivop, 'Pus
youind wiuy Llhe Bl Pligut, s Sporiman's
dyl, by Gapt, Cuarcles D, Hple; Song, by
Mary N. Prosoose; Yos Mountuio ﬂpiul,
by Geu. 8. Burielgn; Ouly Flrtivg, by
olite M, Gartbosli; Yue Wourid's Lyrio,
vy Tuomas LPoweil; Autwwn Bung, by
Mise M, . N, Hatusway. Lo suadition
W buese Lrigot &l allrsolive coutribie.
tious ure an original Parlor OQperoiis,
Auid Robin Gray, by My, IS Caldory A
Dulei Swery, by L baries B Adams, ens
uiiled Seupeider's Towaes, A bumors
our paper on Mus=guilees, lor the oratur,
and ko ll;.‘,l}mml-wutk, Yigeonnole,
and Moibors Departmenis well dliedg
W0 WLigl are o ve wilded four tuil-puge
Wiysirations (row uulabu_nl.ulisarﬂlu, aud
A Blug Jlbie LIk 0l Wusiy, Bu Happy ue
Wwe Unil, by J. He Leuney, l.’umum:d (13
B por yewd by lee & Sucpacd, Boswon,

-

Whah & Californian Bealiged from & Singl
Baie of Wuval.

Some little wme since, says the Call
foruiny Farmer, we oeld & eunversation
witn Do W, B Volpnd relutive to his
wlock of whest st bis large und splendid
rauul vear Biv Vista. Dr, Toland farmas
e Mud wesely., Good geep ullnge, ve
peated plowing, ,plauting in the rixm
seuson, and deing wil work well, Lasa
given uim seriptural returnf — somd
LUARLY, w0100 sixty, wod some a hundrad
0ld=—and e cunseQuence Was Lthat he
Kept bis own cuunses, wud this yoar b
uad bis crop ol 1874 wud '35 boih on baad,
choios Wuedt—ike wice liiule pile of 85,.
U0 bushels, eyusl to yver tive million
puunds, exsouly 51,000 centale, equal to
$3,25 tue conwl, eyual o §280 nere, snd
tne ereps uetted uim the splendid sum
of §LI4, 160, A wvery pice suw for & dee
Posib ulbiulerest,

ar A. Pue's monument, to be place
ufﬁn grave 1o Balimors, 18 NM
Iv is of whiie marbis, eight leet high,
On the front of the monument is & beau.
tilully ohissled medallion of. the poes,
caryed [vom a photugriph o the posses-
sion of & wewber ol Poe's family. Toe
likyngus in warble is said t be correct,
Tue wemorial will probably be dedicated
eurly in Ootober. lnvitations have been
sent to Heunry W. Longlellow, William
Gullen arﬁut. Jun G. Whittier, Oliver
Wen olmnes, und Jobhu Q. ¥
They have all scut letiers in reply, bu
it 18 not kpown whether any of them
pave lodicated an lutention of 1
presens, Two poems have beon |
posed for Lhe oocusivn—one by a Indy ln
Bultimore, sad Lue otnor by I“PWI. of &
Noriuern Biate. FProf. &nfh d will do.
Liver wue oration.~Buston L'ost,

A osurious anatomlcal discovery 1s said
to bave bgen made by & doctor in Japan.
He suys that the cueek-bone of the Jae
panese is double in many cmud hﬁ
siriuc
vonal bone is united loutrh..n L)

snd it is belioved to be

¥

suture,
to the Japavese rues,
then must we look to

future book t sad
peddiar, e




